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WnCME TO THE StoHE AgC ... 
MIO THE VOMD OF THE CAVEMIGe! 




Capital: Old Mouse Ciry 

Population We’re hot sure. (Math doesn’t exist yet!) But besides 

CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, WAY TOO MANY SABER-TOOTHED 
TIGERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS — BUT NO MOUSE HAS 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEm! 

Typical Foob: Petrified cheese soup 
National Holiday: CSrirt 2nP Dav, 

WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERY OF FIRE. RoDENTS 
EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAY- 

NATIONAL Drink: Mammoth milkshakes 

Climate: Unpredictable, with 

FREQUENT METEOR SHOWERS 


cinccsc 

soup 


MEASUHEMEMT 

The basic unit of measurement is based on 

THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN EE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAIL. ThE LEADER IS 
ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT HIS TAIL WHEN THERE 
K A DISPUTE. 


■V^ 


MONEY 

SeASHELLS of all SHAPES 
AND SIZES 
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MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLAND, THERE 
WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY IT WAS INHABITED 
BY BRAVE MOBNT SAPIBUS KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE. 

DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 
AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 

HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HiS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HiS ETCHINGS. 

I AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END. AND THE JOKES WILL 
TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 
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GERONIMOOOOO! 





It was a calm spring evening in IfLou&e/ 
^aU^, and I was in a marvemouse mood! 

Ah, springtime! Quiet 


mornings, 


afternoons, and cool 



Nf^HfS filled with 
stars . . . 

Oops — I haven’t 
introduced myself! 
My name is Stiltonoot, 

and I run The Stone Gazette, 
the most F^mous6 newspaper 
in prehistory. 


















GERONIMHOODO! 



As 1 was saying, had arrived in 


Old Mouse City, and I was full of energy. 
I had even finished my work at the office 
early! 

Since it was such a FABUMOUSfi 
evening, the idea of going right home to my 
cave didn't seem like much fun. I decided 
to treat myself to a delicious of 

Paleolithic cheeses and seasonal vegetables. 

Where? At the RottCO TOOtb 
of course! That’s the restaurant my cousin 
Trap runs with his business partner, 
Greasella Stonyfur — a cook so good, she’ll 
make your 

“Geronimo!” Trap hollered when I walked 
into the tavern. “What a surprise! We were 
just finishing the last of the VolcsniCC 
cheese ^uesaJillas ” 

“Finishing?!” I squeaked. 






GERONIMOOOOO! 


Volcanico is a special, SUfER- 
STtN^Y cheese made with sour milk and 
hot lava peppers. It’s rare — and delicious! 

Trap gave me a friendly THUilf* on the 
back. “Don’t worry, we saved some for you! 
Sit down.” 

I headed for a table, but before I KtAcjleJ 
it, I was distracted by a familiar squeak. 
“Geronimo! Eating alone? Why don’t you 
come over here?” 

Gulp — it was the most 

FflBUfTl©Uii@, intelligent, 
narvenouse, enchanting, elefoni/ 
rodent in not just Old Mouse City, but 
the entire prehistoric world: (3"[aY’tS'S’g . 



Sigh! 

For a few moments, I was frozen like 


a Jurassic ' 



2 . Then she said. 






GERONIMitOOOO! 



“Geronimo? Are you okay?” 

UrAfA .no — I mean, y-yes — I 
mean ...” I stammered. 

Whenever I see Clarissa, my brain turns to 

MELTED CHEESy MUSH! 

I sat down across from her, as red as a 
Paleozoic pepper. But just then — 








GERONIMODOOO! 


-WAKl UPr 



The tavern had disappeared. The table had 
disappeared. And, worst of all, C-(artS'§a 
had disappeared! 

It was all just a drSSfTI! 

I looked around, confused. Rat- 
munching rattlesnakes — I 
was in my office at The 
Stone Gazette\ 

Great rocky boulders, I 
must have Mlm asleep 
at my desk! But who woke 
me? 









GERONIMDOOOO! 



I looked up and saw 
satisfaction. 


Trap snickering in 


‘ GOOD MORNING, COUSIN! Slacking 
off, I see!” he exclaimed, thumping me on 
the back so hard that it put my tail in knots. 
"What?” I mumbled. “But I worked flU 

inighi!” 











GERONIMOOOOO! 


“Oh» calm down! Tm not here to 

fight.” He bent down, looked me square in 
the eye, and said, “I’m here to give you some 
FABUMOUSB news! ” 

Massive meteorites! That’s not what I 
wanted to hear. When Trap says he has 
fabumouse news, it usually means there’s 


























Trap looked at me with a SmilS OD hlS 
snout. “I just got a message from Rocky 
Stonesmith, a friend of mine who lives in 





















lET'S 6ET GDINGI 


CLEARWATER VILLAGE, the fishing 

town along the coast.” 

"Okay,” I said. "But what doCS thiS hdVC 

to do tfrith me?” 

Trap rolled his eyes. “Give me a minute! 
Rocky says that they found a Of 

in the Clearwater Village 

lagoon.” 

I blinked. 

"Do I have to explain everything to you?” 
he squeaked with a groan. “A 
©VSTffi means... a §iant pcarli” 






lET’S GET GOING! 


I Still didn’t understand a cheese crumb of 
what he was squeaking about! 

Trap continued, “Rocky asked for help 
the oyster from the lagoon. 
He and his fellow townsmice can’t do it 
themselves . . 

“So you vol.uNt66r6cj,” I finished. 
“Then what are you still doing here? 
It sounds like there’s no time to lose!” 


Trap GRINNED . “Right, there’s 

no time to lose! Because if we pull 
the oyster from the lagoon. Rocky 






LET'S SET GDINGI 


"What do you mean, if WCj pull it out?” 
I squeaked. "And what do you mean by 
reward vS? hm not going anywhere!” 

”AKE YOU SUKE?” 

Trap said, raising an eyebrow. “Rocky 
promised to repay me with a bag of 

pearls!” 

Fossilized feta! A bag of pearls? 

THRT VIRS R NIOUSEWFIC 

revirrdi 

“It won’t be easy for you to get a giant 
oyster out of the lagoon,” I pointed out to 
my cousin. 

But Trap didn’t want to hear that. “Trust 
me, Geronimo! I have a f@@Ipr®®f plan!” 
“But —” 

“LET’S GET GOING'.” said Trap, 





LET’S GET GOINGI 


clapping his paws. “It’s getting late! Pack 
your bags. Cousin — we’re hitting the road!” 

HO, NO! I said firmly. “1 have more 
important things to do than pu^r1e 
MUSELP in a lagoon to make you 
rich.” 

But Trap wasn’t listening. “CREAT/ So 
we’ll need some things to take along on the 
trip — one or two extra clubs, and —” 
"Trap!” I interrupted. “I lam IN^OT 

Commit” 


“. . . and two autosauruses, naturally!” 
he went on, not listening to a word I was 
squeaking. 

"4LtOSaiJPIJSeS?” I said. “You 


want to travel by autosaurus?” 

“Of course!” he said. “Otherwise, how 
we will a giant oyster out of the 

water?” 






lET'S SET GDINGI 



1 had a feeling it wasn’t going to be easy to 
my cousin’s mind . . . 









A 





AREN'T THERE 
RUTOSAURUSES IN 
ClEARWATER VIllAGE? 




“Do we really need to take 'two 

autesaupuses? ” I asked. 

Trap nodded. “Absolutely — we need 
them both to pull the giant pearl out of the 
water!” 

“But aren’t there any autosauruses in 

CLEARWATER VILLAGE?” I asked. 

“Nope!” Trap said. “The village’s huts are 
built above the water, raised up on stilts. So 
the mice don’t ride on autosauruses to get 
around! Instead, they use 

Skimmer rafts are used for fishing and 
sailing areund the sea. I’d heard 














AREN’T THERE RUT0SAURUSE5 tN CIERRWRTER VtUAGEP 



Thea talk about them, but I’d never had 
the chance to use one. They sounded like 
fun . . . even though boats always make me 

qUBBSUl 

"Okay, but can’t you ask 
for help?” I protested. 



SKIMMER RAFT 

What it is: the only mode of transportation for 

THE FISHERMICE OF CLEARWATER VILLAGE 

/ \ What it's used for: 

FISHING, TRAVELING, AND 
TRANSPORTING THINGS 
ACROSS THE LAGOON. 

How it’s driven: 
WITH OARS. It must 
NOT GO ABOVE A 
1 SPEED OF 50 TAILS 

p. ' an hour! 


















AREN’T THERE RUTOSAURUSES tN ClEARWATER VltlRGE;> 



"Don’t you understand?” Trap CTIf Ci. “I 
can’t let everyone know that Tm going to 
haul up a ^ISnt p£3rl! It’s a super-top- 
secret mission, and you’re the only one I can 
trust!” 

I sighed. He was right — if the citizens of 
Old Mouse City found out about the huge 


Vie oyster 





AREN’T THERE RUT0SAURUSE5 tN CIERRWRTER VttlRGEP 


oyster, they’d all run to CLEARWATER. 
VILLAGE to get their *H*'&'*ii**^ on the 


pearl first! 

“So ...” 1 said, shaking in my fur, 
“wouldn’t it be better to just forget it? Some 
Tft.eas'JRes are best left alone.” 



Trap asked. 





Then he added, “Don’t you think that 
your dear cousin, who has always worked 
so hard, deserves a 

Thundering triceratops! I couldn’t believe 
my ears. Worked hard? The hardest work 





flREN'T THERE flUTOSflURUSES tN CtEflRWRTER VlUflGEP 


Trap did was lie out in the sun and munch 

on Volcanico (|uesa JilUs! 

“If you really worked hard and didn’t 
take Vacatlotis six days a week, you 
would already be rich, Trap!” I said. 

He just rolled his eyes. “Come on, 
BBRonimo! You’re the only one who 
can help me. I promise that I’ll give at least 
five — well, three — okay, maybe HAtF a 
pearl to The Stone Gazettel” 

“Gee, TH^NKS 54 much !” I snorted. 
“I think the Gazette can do without your 
SUPGP-aGnGPOUS offer.” 

“Hmph,” Trap huffed. “You sure are 

STONE-MEXDEDi” 


But before I knew what was happening, he 
was pushing me out the door of The Stone 
Gazette, calling, 






AREN’T THERE RUT0SAURU5ES tN CIERRWRTER VtURGEP 



A moment later, my sister, Thea, appeared 
on her autosaurus, Sr^UNTV. 

Bones and stones! This was just what I 
needed! 
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DIDN’T I TEU 
YDUP 


As soon as Thea climbed off of Grunty, he 
began to lick me and nibble my tail. 


) r 

WhaT a ^rEoz-oie PaiNl 



Then my sister stepped between us. 

"Geronimo, you 

Have t9 C9 

with Trap!'’ 

Oh, for the love 
of cheese! 

Thea continued, 

scoop 

is too important 


















DtOK’T t TEU YOU? 




to miss! Imagine the article you can chisel 
about it. Plus, if you don’t go and recover 
the pearl, some l^atScatlly rodent could 
steal it for himself!” 

“NO WAV'” I insisted. “If you think it’s 
so IMPORTAHT, why don’t you go?” 

“Oh, of course I’m coming, too, but 
Grunty is just a baby,” Thea responded. “He’s 
but he’s not enough to 

help pull the giant oyster .. 

out of the lagoon.” 

Out of the corner c- 
01 my £iX£i, I 
could see Thea 
whispering 
something to 
Trap. What 
were those 

two plotting? 


Arf» 










DIDN'T I TtU YDU? 


“But, Trap,” said Thea loudly, shooting me 
a look, “why would Geronimo be 

interested in a lovely dinner with Clarissa 
Conjurat?” 

Bones and stones! “What does C-(art 5 ’§a 
have to do with any of this?” 

Trap shrugged. “Dldl't I tCU 
Yfit? If you come with me, once the 

is over Til reserve a 
pomantic table for you and Clarissa at 
the Rotten Tooth Tavern.” 

“Just imagine it,” Thea said. “You and 
CtartS'^a ...” 


“All alone . . .” added Trap. 

Thea sighed. “Lit by PReUiSfORiC 

CaifPMJMlr 


“Eating delicious Volcanico cheese . . 
Trap said. 

“And at the end of the evening, you 






DtDN’T t TEll YOU? 



offer Clarissa a necklace of pearls from 
Clearwater Village!” finished Thea. 

Petrified cheese! A romantic dinner, just 
like in my drfiSffl! 

"Well, I guess maybe I could ride to 

CLEARWATER VILLAGE on my 

autosaurus,” I said slowly, “just, you know, 
to 199K around.” 










DIDN'T I TEll YOU? 


“Fabumouse!” Trap cried. 

“That’s the Geronimo we love — a mouse 



who’s adventurous, courageous, and up for 

anything!” Thea 
added, JUMV>IWC 
up on Grunty. 
Adventurous? 


Courageous? Up 










for anything? 






I suddenly felt like my tail in 

knots. I was a goner, doomed, extinct! “On 
second thought —” 

‘YOU CANT miss THIS!” Trap 

interrupted. 

“You’ll never have this chance again!” 
Thea added. 

As much as it ruffled my fur to admit it, 
they were both right. 

Clarissa Conjurat was so FABUMOUSfi 
that a regular rodent like me could never 
win her heart. But if 1 recovered a giant 
oyster — and a ^isnt p£3rl — maybe 
she would notice me! 
















YOU CAN’T MISS THIS! 


“Oh, all right,” I said with a sigh. “Fill 

coming! 

Thea and Trap exploded in squeaks of joy. 

"HOORAY! MOUSETASTIC! 








YOU CAN'T MtSS THtS) 


Right away, Trap found an dl)t9Sai]|?LIS 
who let us load him up in exchange for 
fresh — the most EffICIENT 


autosaurus fuel! 

Thea took Grunty back to his OEN to 
prepare him some food. 

But my autosaurus was a total lazjliovies 
and did not want to leave! To make matters 
worse, 1 had no ingredients in my cave for 
a SttJ)CPfPtlit Smootllic, my autosaurus’s 
preferred fuel. All 1 had in my pantry were 
two claives and a dried root. I held those 
treats out to my autosaurus, but. . . 


W VlftWTEO NOTHING TO 00 WITH 

tS-orourtwpi 


I climbed on the autosaurus and waved 
the claives under his snout — but he didn’t 
move a millitail! 






i 1 


Reward t^o. 1 
Some chives 


Then I tried giving 
him a few fpicildly 
pats — but he didn’t 
move a milHtail! 
Finally, I spotted a 
bowl that I had 
used for my 

supcr-dclicious 

dinner of cheese and beans 
the night before. I let my 
autosaurus sniff the bowl, 
then whispered, “As 
soon as we get back, I 
promise you a mega¬ 
smoothie, SfcASQM'tfc 


Reward no. 2^ 
Some friendly ^ 

PATS 


















YOU CRN'T MtSS THtSI 



with a pot of cheese and beans!” 

With that, my super-lazy autosaurus 
and darted out of my cave, 
faster than a strike of the Great Zap! 

Trumpeting triceratops, what a 
idea! 


Reward no. 3 

jfTHE PROMISE OF A MEGA¬ 
SMOOTHIE, SEASONED WITH 
j^^EESE AND BEANS 
















Now we just had to get to CLEARWATER 
VILLAGE, and the autosauruses would 
take care of the rest! And when we got 
back to Old Mouse City, my of 

impressing Clarissa would finally come true. 

“Come on!” I called cheerfully to Trap and 
Thea. “Let's goooo!” 

“X oMjSjulAmX'' said Thea, 

taking a seat behind me on my huge 
autosaurus. 

“G/ant oyster, here \jje come!'' 

Trap added, leading the way on his 
autosaurus. 

After traveling for a few hours under the 
















CHARGING MRMM0TH5I 


scorching sun, we reached the Rwbble 
■RiViCr and decided to take a break. The 
autosauruses needed some water and rest, 
and we were all as sweaty as Paleozoic 
sponges — WCK! — so we took a nice dip 
in the river. 

For a while, we had a fabumouse time 
around and jumping off a 
boulder near the shore. 


9/2 

“WATCH THIS!" 


fcg 


c? 






called Trap, jumping into the water and 
making a splash as tall as a mammoth. 

“Now watch me!” I cried, leaping 
into the river with the grace of a 
swanasaurus. 

As Trap and I like 







CHARGtNC MAMMOTHS! 


prehistoric pike fish, Thea ^irnbatll^ed 
on the shore. 

Suddenly, the ground began to shake, 
and Thea jumped to her paws. 

Bones and stones, what was going on? 










CHaRGING MAMMOTHS! 




Trap and I turned as as Mesozoic 

mozzarella. 

A cloud of dust began to 
threateningly in the distance. Then, 


small 


rocky 


peak 


could 


up 


on 


we 


see 








a charging mammoth! 




Fossilized feta, 1 was shaking in my fur! 
Suddenly, SNOtMCP mammoth appeared... 

and then aniotHep . and many, Maiuy 

otuers! 

It was a whole herd of mammoths, and 
they were charging at TOW^ 

It looked like they were running away from 
someone — or something! 





But the WORST part was that the 
mammoths were headed directly toward 
Trap and me, and we were in 

fear like two blocks of stone! 

There was no time to climb ashore, no 
time to swim to the other side, no time 
for anything! Great rocky boulders, we were 
finished — done for — extinct! 











Hoooo-eee, 



Trap and I finally got our tails in gear 
and started swimming. In our p^lOlC, 
we didn’t realize that we were swimming 
against the current — so we hadn’t moved a 

millitail! 












EKTINCTIONI 


,V 


Now the herd was stomping into the water, 



To make matter worse, Thea had 
^ISiipp§iif§d. Fossilized feta, what if she 
had been trampled? 



The mammoths were thumping closer and 
closer. 

Trap and I squeezed our EilCEiS shut 
and prepared for the worst, when . . . 

“Geronimo! Trap! OVER HERE! 

Bones and stones — it was Thea! 

She stood on top of a nearby boulder. 






getting ready to throw an 
vine lasso out to us. 

-m% UfAOy, TH£A! ' I squeaked. 
Thea tossed the — and reached us 

on her first try! 



We grabbed on, Thea and 
the autosauruses 
pulled the vine, 
and we were 

IS/^iWlLSlEi 

out of the way 
just before the 

” NiaiVIIVIOtHS 

would have trampled 
us. Whew! 

“WeTe saved!” I 
squeaked, my whiskers 

still wol)l)iing in 

fright. 










Trap and 1 watched as the mammoths 
reached the other side of the river 
and continued stampeding, TRUMPETING. 

and ISIlIlirirf ISg. 

How strange! Usually mammoths are 
peaceful creatures. Why were they acting 
so crazy? What could have frightened 
them? 

Soaking wet, we hugged my super-tough 

gi§TER. 

“Thanks, Thea!” I exclaimed. “If it 
weren’t for you, Trap and I would have been 












M#Vt IT. 
GERONIMOl 



There was no time to waste — we had to get 
back on the road to Clearwater Village! 

We left the .-Riibble .Rjver and rode 
our autosauruses into a thick forest. But 
before long, I couldn’t shake the feeling 
that someone was hiding in the trees . . . 

wif eitmd m 

I mentioned it to Thea and Trap, but they 
both just their eyes. 

“Oh, don’t be such a scaredy-mouse, 
Geronimo!” Trap scoffed. 

As we slowly continued through the 
WOODS, I thought I heard some strange 
sounds, too, such as . . . 















■ • • • • 



MOVE IT, GERONIMOl 


Stifled laughter: 
Teeth chattering: 
Nails scratching: 









SCRATCH! SCRATCH! SCRATCH! 









MOVE tT. GERONIMO! 


A HORRieLS THOUCiHT scampered 
through my mind: What if there were 

SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS hiding in the 

forest? 

How terrifying! 

“Don’t you hear that?” I asked as 1 looked 

m MB MEm ^ and 

“There’s no one here,” Thea said calmly. 
“You always think everything is so 
T!AiSiNG,' Trap added with a wink. 

But I was sure we weren’t alone — and 
now I could smell something, too. It was the 
unmistakable of moldy wild furl 

I was so busy sniffing the air that I banged 
my head right into a tree. V^i<cR/ 

Then a branch slapped me square in the 

snout VOUCH! 

I lost my balance and fell right on top of 






MOVE IT. GERONIMOf 



a nest of joiinii>rB9 aiiitj — the most 
dangerous insects in all of prehistory! 
Petrified cheese, what had 1 gotten myself 
into? 

MOVE. CEROUWO. OR THETa 
BlTEVOOr 

Thea yelled from her autosaurus. 

“But they're so fast!” I squeaked. 

The ants were already jumping up and 
pricking, NIBBLING, and biting my tail with 
their super-SfiARP little teeth. 

oocHia 

Bones and stones, these ants were hungrier 
than a T.REX at dinnertime! 

CHOMP! 

I had to get out of there! I glanced over 






MOVE tT. GERONIMO! 



at Thea and my cllJ'l'$ScliJI?US, but — 

bouncing boulders, where were they? 

By now, the were everywhere. They 

were even jumping off the trees, with their 
jaws [OQl^CI open and their TllfT 
in plain sight! 

I began to run as fast as I could, but just 



Jt/MPIti/Q Ati/tf 


Classification: Insect of the Bitcy Ouchoris family. 
Habitat: Calm and isolated forests, where they 

BUILD THEIR NESTS AT THE FOOT OF 
TREES. 

Characteristics: They bite 

EVERYTHING THAT SMELLS, 

ESPECIALLY SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. 

Their bites are very painful 

AND ARE FEARED THROUGHOUT THE 
PREHISTORIC world! 




















MOVE IT, GERONIMOl 



as I really got going, I TtiWSJ) on a 
root. Oh, what a day! 

Before I knew it, the had surrounded 
me in attack formation. They weren’t 





MOVE tT. GERONIMO! 



just they were also extremely 

organized — and ready to oCC 

by unleashing their fangs on my tail! 







/I 
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SNIFF. SNIFF. 
SNIFFI 




I was as dazed as a dizzy din®s©iuf, 

as immobile as a MAMMOTH SKELETON, 
and as petrified as a F’OSSIIU! 

But just when I was ready to give up, 

something incredible 
happened. 

The 

suddenly 
began to sniff 
the air . . . 

















SNtFF, SNIFF, SNIFFI 



Wait a minute . . . 

Were they sniffing Me? 


I had just taken a s(n6wer one month 
earlier — I was hardly smelly at all! 

Continuing to sniff, the ants jumped away 
and disappeared into the SHRUSS. 

I was left lying on the ground, stiff and 
stinging. I was expecting the ants to 

at any moment — but they didn't. 

WHtW! 

They must have found something more 
interesting to nibble on! But there was no 
one else around ... or was there? 

“Move it, Geronimo! What are you waiting 
for?” Thea squeaked, popping out of the 





SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 



forest on my dUt^SdlJPUS. 

As soon^as I climbed up, I caught a whiff 
of the stink that 1 had smelled earlier. 
“Do you smell it now?” I said. 

“Smell what?” Thea said. 

I wrinkled my snout. “That awful 
prehistoric •TENcff!" 






SNtFF, SNIFF. SNIFFI 


Thea and Trap both shook their snouts. 
They didn’t smell a thing! 

‘T think it’s the horrific smell of a SABEF- 
TOOTHED TIGEI{!’ I cried. 

“What are you squeaking about, you 
megalithic WOrrywaft?” asked Trap. 
“What kind of TIGERS would be in a place 
like this?’’ 

But Thea looked thoughtful. “Well, it’s 
true that favorite food is 

saber-toothed tiger,” she said. “Keep your 
£Y£5 open and snouts up. Geronimo 
could be right!” 

Before long, a scream 

echoed through the forest. 

Massive meteorites, what was that? 






SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 


3 


There was no doubt about it — that was a 
feline screech! 

Just a few tails away from us, three (YES. 
HREE/) enormouse saber-toothed tigers 
leaped out of the woods as if they had been 
PRICKED by a hundred Paleozoic pins! 

The fanged felines jumped and clawed at 
their fur, trying to get those terrible ants off 
of them. 

GRqWWWWl! That itches!” 

R^trrrl That hurts!” 

MeooooovvF Owwwww!” 

“Serves you right, you crusty cats!” Trap 
declared, waving a paw. “Go cte-hug 







SNtFF, SNIFF, SNIFFI 


yourselves somewhere else! 

For once, the tigers didn’t have time to 

ATTACK US ! Who would have thought that 

those terrible jumping would save 

our fur? 

But there was one thing I still didn’t 
understand — what were three ferocious 
saber-toothed tigers doing on the road to 

CLEASWATER VILLAGE? 

















^xooov/l! 







Once we made it past the jumping ants, the 
rest of our trip to Clearwater Village was 

eas^ eiiees^ 

The village sat on a bay, sheltered from the 
wind and the waves of the ocean. The houses 
were suspended on WOOOEN stilts over the 


clear water of the lagoon. Everything was so 
beautiful and clean . . . except for the heaps 
of rdttetl algae everywhere! 


i? 


“What do the mice of Clearwater Village 
do with all this fitokYaiqae ?” I wondered. 



















HEflVE'Hni 



Just then, Trap’s friend F^AGKV arrived. 
"Welcome to Clearwater Village, friends!” 
he greeted us. 

“Hey there, Rocky!” Trap called. “We’re 
here to help with the giant pearl!” 

Rocky led us over to the shore, where a 
fleet of skimmer rafts was ready to take us 
out to the lieart of the lagoon. 

Anytime I have to board a boat. I’m usually 
a teeny-tiny bit SCSfEd. But the QiStBP 
calm, and my 


was so 










i/^m, 1 






HEHVrHO! 


looked so sturdy. I felt safe — and 
not even the littlest bit / It was a 

megalithic miracle! 

Trap’s autosaurus followed us, stomping 
through the shallow water, while mine stayed 
on the shore. When we by the 

giant oyster, the skimmer rafts stopped. 

“First,” Trap said, pulling a TOp@ out of 
his bag, “we need to tie this rope around the 
oyster.” 

The fishermice immediately into 

the water with the rope. 

“FABUMOUSfi!” said Trap. “The 
hardest part is done. Now the rest is up to 
you, Geronimo!” 

“Me?!” I squeaked. “What am I supposed 
do?” 

Trap Winked and explained what he had 
in mind. 






HEflVE'HO! 



Then Rocky and his friends headed 
back to shore with me, towing the end of 
the rope. On shore, I tied the rope to my 
autosaurus and JUNI>eE> on his back. We 
were ready! 

Out in the middle of the lagoon, Trap’s 
autosaurus began to IPWSIU the giant 
oyster with his snout, while my autosaurus 
the oyster from the shore. 



“It’s starting to move!” Thea cried. 


GREAT ROm BOULDERS - 
THIS WAS A RATTASTIC IDEA! 


The plan was WOrJcMWtff perfectly! 
Once the oyster was safely out of the water, 






HERVE-HOI 


Rocky and the others carefully it 

to open it up. 





























msst 


HEflVE-HOI 



When the shell finally opened, we were 
SI.INOHO by a brilliant light. 






That's gootf. 







































so WE MEET 
RGRINI 



It was one of the most ®in\®zing| moments 
in prehistory! 

We could see that the pearl inside the 
shell was enormouse, perfectly round, and 
marvemousely sparkly. 

''Mission accomplishedr’ Rocky rejoiced. 

HOORAY FOR THE STILTONOOTS! 

everyone cried, jumping for joy. 

But just then . . . 

WOooflflftARl 

A horrible roar made our whiskers 
tTmhk and our fur stand on end. We all 















so WE MEET flGflIN! 




spun around, ready to protect our tails. 

We were really in hot lava now! 
Striped FUR, pointy FANGS , angry 
BVer, super-sharp — it was 

the ferocious leader 


of the saber-toothed tigers! 

Our fishermice friends were as petrified J 












so WE MEET flCAINI 


After all, the mice of Clearwater Village 
are peaceful. Their city is protected by the 
water on one side andon the 
other, so they never expect to see SJBEO- 

TOOTHED TIGERS Storm in! 

Tiger Khan took a step toward us, followed 
by three tigers. Those were 








so WE MEET aeniNI 



the same fearsome felines we’d seen in the 
FOREST earlier! 

Bones and stones — they had folloivcj 
us all the way to Clearwater Village! 

so WE MEET AGAIN! Tiger Khan 

snarled. “My henchcats have done an 
excellent job tracking down the aiant 










so WE MEET IIGAINI 


pearl of Clearwater Village.” 

Rocky stepped in front of the pearl, ready 
to protect it. 

jSliaiitog wxx tut, Thea, Trap, and I 
followed his lead. We weren’t about to let a 
mangy feline get his paws on the pearl! 

Tiger Khan HiSStD, “ If you cooperate, 
I won’t tear out a single one of your 

wmyKeRy.” 

I gulped. 

“But if one of you DARES to fight back,” 
he added wickedly, licking his lips, “you will 
be served on a PLATTCfi at my table 
this evening, with Paleozoic onions and 
Jurassic potatoes as a side dish!” 

Spikes! Wo one squeaked a 
Single word. 

We outnumbered the four tigers, but 
the rodents of Clearwater Village were no 






so WE MEET flGflINI 



help. They were scared squeakiess! 
What could we do? The giant pearl was in 
PANGER — and we were one step from 
extinction! 

GOOD-BUE, PREHISTORIC VORLD! 






Combing his long claws through his FUR. 
Tiger Khan ordered his henchcats, “Get 
moving!” 

The three tigers jumped to attention, 
as arrows, they darted to gather 
strips of wood and construct a stretcher 
for carrying the pearl back to their home in 
Bugville. 

We watched helplessly as one tiger tried 
to lift the giant pearl onto the stretcher — 

but it was NecaiitUiCailY UeaVY! 
“Careful, you feafSOme fU22]pail!” 

Tiger Khan snapped. “If something happens 
to the pearl, Til make sure those jumping 










FIRE! 



ants know exactly where to find you! ” 

“Y-y-yes, of course!” the tiger 

stuttered, trying not to lose his balance. 
Holey prehistoric cheese, was this the end 








FIR El 


of the pearl? 

Meanwhile, XtrcA^y as a rat. Rocky had 
assembled some fishermice up on the stilt 
houses. Now he was whispering something 
to them. 

A moment later . . . 


“FIRE 


nsHERwicc!" 


Rocky yelled so loudly that my fur stood on 
end. “Paws off the pearl, tigers!'" 

The mice darted into their huts and came 

out armed with STBANSe CONTBAFTIONS ... 

wooden catapults! 

The fishermice loaded the catapults with 
heaps and heaps of the roii6«> oiqae we 
had seen piled around the village. 

YUCK! 






%\vwwrnssHHf 



The CATAPULTS had fabumouse aim, 
so before they knew 
what hit their feline 
fur, the tigers 
were covered in 
algae. It was 

REALLY slimy, 

SE&LLV 

Stinky, and 

reai%, 

REALLY, 

realljir 

itchy! 












"HOU) STmV?" 

"How painful!" 

^‘Hqw itc%f 

Now that they were stinky, in pain, and had 
a megalithic itch to scratch, the ferocious 
saber-toothed tigers scampered around like 

frightened kittens. 

‘This fliSflC from the lagoon is our secret 
weapon!” Rocky explained to us, \V!nk!ng. 
“Since Clearwater Village’s only natural 
DEFENSES are the sea and the jumping 
ants, we always make sure to have a backup 
plan.” 

"The catapults are fabumouse,” Thea said 
in adtnirati^it. 


“Not to mention that algae,” Trap added, 

plugging his snout. “PEE-YEW! 

The tigers had been forced to retreat from 
the rain of rouevi alqfle. They’d scurried 








off after their leader, meowing and mangy. 

The air was mBQaiiihicaUu stinky, 

but the rotten algae smell was still better 
than being surrounded by Tiger Khan and 
his fanged gang! 






































a 



n MARVEMOUSE 
DISCOVERYI 



When the felines OlS^PPMftCD from sight, 
we all breathed a great sigh of 
Massive meteorites, that was a close call! 
But I didn’t feel calm . . . 

“What happened today could happen 
again!” I Worried. 

"Geronimo is right,” Thea said. “The 
^iant pearl is still in danger. Tiger 
Khan won’t give up such a precious treasure 
without a fiEitl ” 

Trap elbowed me and v]ni5perecf, “Listen, 
Geronimo, I thought that maybe . . . how 
can I say this? Well . . .” 

“What is it, Trap?” I asked. 















A MARVFMOUSF DISCOVFRYI 



But he clapped a paw over my mouth. 

tkcf" 

Then Trap whispered, so quietly I could 
barely hear, ‘T think that maybe the giant 
pearl should STAY where it was.” 

What in the Stone Age was my 
cousin squeaking about? 







fl MARVEMOUSE DtSCOVERYI 


“I know, I know!” he added, ‘dt would be a 
terrible waste — that pR,eCi®*'S jewel, 
down there in the mud. But the pearl would 
be much SAFCR back inside the oyster ...” 

I couldn’t believe my ears! Trap, the 
rodent in all of prehistory, was 
trying to l*R®+6C+ a natural treasure?! 

“Trap!” I exclaimed. “Tm so 
of you!” 

Thea, who had been listening, announced 
loudly, “Friends of Clearwater Village, Trap 
just had a maRVemouSe idea — we’ll 
return the pearl to its natural habitat!” 

“But then no one can ?T!” one 

fishermouse said. 

“And someone could secretly try to dig it 
up again,” another added. 

“Wait, dOT IT!” Rocky interrupted, 
clapping his paws in triumph. “We can 





fl MARVEMOUSE mSCOVERYI 


return the oyster and pearl to the water, 
and everyone will still be able to see it — 
because we’ll surround It with transparent 
walls in the middle of the lGlg©©ll!” 

Pointy triceratops horns, what was he 
squeaking about? 

"Did you say 'O’BQCnSPQBQIIl'U’ maCLS?” 
I asked. "How is that possible?” 

"Come with me,” Rocky said, waving a 
paw. 

He led us to the Cave of Crabs, a small 
cavern nestled in a ROCK wall near 
the lagoon. There, Rocky told us a truly 
incredible story! 

"The fishermice seek shelter in this cave 
when it RAtN$ ,” he explained. "Once, when 
I was here with my friends, we decided to 
light a But since we didn’t have any 

wood, we ScjyiTcHEP a strange, 






Geronimo Stilton 







WncoMi n TUI SrwF AS... 
Ml TIE mni tf m gmiiire! 



Capital: Old Mouse City 

Population: We’re not sure- (Math doesn’t exist xet!) But besides 

CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTV OF DINOSAURS, WAX TOO MANX SAEER-TOOTHED 
TKERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS - BUT NO MOUSE HAS 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEm! 

TXPICAL FOOD: RetRIFIED CHEESE SOUP 

National Holiday: Sl'RlRT 2 ap Skv, 

WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERX OF FIRE. RODENTS 
EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAX. 

National Drink: Mammoth milkshakes 
Climate: Unpredictable, with 

FREQUENT METEOR SHOWERS 


cheese 

soup 



The basic unit of measurement is based on 

THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAIL. THE LEADER IS 
ALVrtXS READX to present his tail WHEN THERE 
IS A DISPUTE. 
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MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLANO, THERE 
WAS A VILIAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED / 

BY brave Romr sAmNSKmm as the cavemice. 

DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 

AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 

AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 

HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 

I AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 
TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 
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^ BON VOYAGE. 

BART BARNACIEI 

-— 


It was a beautiful morning. The 

sky was blue, the sun shone brightly, and the 
air was GELQQB and as tTfSp as a cheese 
cracker. 

I was about to witness a historic (I mean, 
prehistoric) moment. BoUf*^ BcU*Tl^Cl6, 
brave piratE and friend to cavemice, was 
about to sail home to Black Rock Island in 
the Land of the Rising Sun. 

All the furry citizens of l^ftxxw&e/ 

gathered at the port to wish him a safe 

trip. 

Sorry, I haven’t introduced myself yet! I 

am Stiltonoot, eeRonimo stiLtiiiioot, 















BON VOYBGf, BART BARNRCU! 




and I am the editor of The Stone Gazette, 
the most famouse newspaper in prehistory 
(maybe because it’s the only one!). 

Anyway, as I was saying, Bart was headed 

to the Land of Sun. It is a 

group of islands far, far away and is home to 

the PREHISTORIC PIRATES. To go there, you 
must saii in the direction that 
the sun rises. 

The trip takes a 

LOOOOOONG, 

LooaoaoNa 

time. You could 
age a wheel of 











BON VOYRGE, BART BRRNRCIE! 


Cheddar while you’re waiting to get there. 

Speaking of CinCCSC, Bart had plenty 
stashed on his boat! He had built a STURDY 
pirate ship while he was here. (At the same 
time, he taught us how to build ships, too. 
We just still had to learn how to them!) 

Now, where was I? Oh, yes. My cousin 
Trap and I were headed to Bart’s OtVE 
to escort him to the port. We were almost 
there when . . . 

HEY/ Why are you two up so early?” 

CREAT ROCKY BOULDER/.' 
IT /OUNDED LIKE . . . BUT IT 
COULDH'T BE . . . 

It was my friend Hercule Poirat, the most 
famouse detective in the sraNE AGE! 

“Bart Barnacle is sailing home,” I told him. 

“And we are bringing him to the port,” 
added Trap. 




BON VOYBGf, BART BARNRCU! 



"BONES ANO STONES! 

exclaimed Hercule, “I would come, too, 
but Tm on my way to solve a mystery in 

Tluckrock Village. Tm running late.” 
“Good luck!” I said. 

THANKS, FRIENDS! said Hercule. 
















BON VOYHGE, BART BORNRCIE! 


“Please tell Bart Barnacle that I wish him a 
safe trip.” 

Hercule scampered off, and Trap and I 
arrived at the cave of our pirate friend. 

“Good morning,” he greeted us. “I wish 
we could sit and chat one last time, but we 
have to get There’s a long voyage 

ahead of me!” 

We walked to the port, where a crowd 
of cavemicG had already gathered. Some 
of them were wiping away TEARf . Everyone 
loved Bart Barnacle — he was such an 
amazing mouse! 


He had impressed us by building such a 



Bart had named it the Speedy Cheddar 5. 
(The Speedy Cheddar and Speedy Cheddar 2 
hadn’t turned out so well. They had both 





BON VOYAGf, BURT BBRNRCU! 




as soon as they were on the water. 


But the SPEEDV CHEDDRR 3 was 

in much better shape.) 

“Bon voyage, Barti” called out my 

nephew Benjamin. “Say hi to everyone on 
Black Rock Island for us.” 

“SomE ADD g££ ug A6Ain Sooni” said 
my sister, Thea. 

“And bring back some of those -b^S-b^ 
n00cf[6S they make there!” Trap added. 

“^OOD^BYEy FRIEN0SI” Bart called 

back. He started to walk up the gangway. 
And then . . . 


















-V^ 



Bart S+®PPBD on the gangway. He stood 
as still as a block of cInCCSC. 

We stared at him, wondering what was 
happening. Suddenly, he burst into •EARS! 



BOUSeiNd BOOLDESS 

they weren’t just 
tears. He was crying 
a waterfall! 

“WAAAAAAHHHt” 
he sobbed. “I don’t 
want to leave you, 
friends.” 

We were 

Bart Barnacle didn’t 










WAAAnnnHHH! 


want to leave because we meant SO 
MUOH to him! 

“But all your friends on Black Rock Island 
are waiting for you,” Benjamin encouraged 
him. 

“And so is your grandfather BLACKBOARD 
BARNACLE!” said Thea. 

“You can come back to Old Mouse City 
whenever you want,” I told Bart. “But now 

that you have built this giant pirate ship, 

it’s time to set sail!” 

Bart blew his snout. “Sioiff! It’s true. 
The Speedy Cheddar 3 is a fine vessel. I 
can’t let it stay tied to the dock like a mussel 
CLiiilipiiirG to a rock.” Then he brightened. 
“I have a solution! You, my friends, can all 

come with mev 

I quickly raised my *ii**5>' to get his 
attention. “I’m sorry, but I can’t—” 




wmmnAAHHH! 


Then I heard the booming voice of our 
village leader, EmeSt? HePtyTHOUSe 

“Good for you, Stiltonoot!” he cried. “You 
bravely raised your paw to volunteeb to 
accompany Bart Barnacle on his long 
journey to the Land of Rismg iun!” 
Everyone applauded. 

“Grandson, Dsiraiv® ! ” called out 

Grandma Ratrock. “Just like your grandma! ” 
“Vei!«y indeed,” said Bluster 

Conjurat, our village shaman. “Who would 
have guessed?” 

“Bravo, Stiltonoot!” cheered LEO 
CDiSTONE, the brilliant inventor. 

“Um, but I — urn, I didn’t volunteer,” I 

tried to protest. 

“You’re amazing, CJnciei” exclaimed 

Benjamin. “Can I come with you?” 

“I want to go, too!” added Thea. “Bart can 




WAAAnnnHHH! 



teach me to navigate the seas.” 

Grandma Ratrock chimed in. “Some [i 
a-b S6^ will do you good, Grandson.” 

“ARE YOU JOKING?” I asked. “The ocean 
is filled with dangers. We Will all gP extlnt't!” 

I was not going to change my mind. Nothing 
could move me. Zero. Zilch. 

“What a good friend you are, Geronimo. 
Always so helpful. 

Bouncing boulders! The mouse who said 
that was . . . but it couldn’t be . . . 






wmmnAAHHH! 


“Cl-Clarissa?” I stuttered. 

I turned and found myself looking 
at Clarissa Conjurat, the mouse of my 




I stared into her for a moment. 

They were the color of SLVJE CHEESE. 
Her lashes were as long as . . . 

“It’s very llDfave of you to do this, 
Geronimo,” Clarissa said. “You’ll be facing 
You'^^ storms, hurricanes, 

high winds, hungry 
sea monsters ...” 

“St-storms? 
H-hurricanes? 
H-high winds?” 

I stuttered. “And 

MUIDieRM SEA 
MOKISTERS?” 

Grandma Ratrock 




WAAAnnnHHH! 


slapped me on the back. “Isn’t my grandson 
the most ceCRlSESUS journalist you’ve 
ever met?” she asked proudly. 

Clarissa smiled, and I knew I was sunk. 
I could not back down now. 

I had to journey the seas with Bart 
Barnacle! 
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n DINNER FELFOR 
A DINOSaURI 




Grandma Ratrock decided that Bart’s ship 
would l^CTVIffT* the next morning at 
— with The a, Trap, Benjamin, and 
me on board. 

“Couldn’t we leave at noon?” Trap asked 
with a long ym/\m 
“Or two? Or three? Or never?” I suggested. 
But Grandma was more stubborn than a 
more solid than a ©RA.HiTE 
wall, and more determined than a charging 

nnanniviotH. 

HO EXCU/E// she said firmly. 

“This trip will make you all as sharp as 


Cheddar!” 
















n DINNER FIT FOR A DINOSAUR! 


“Why aren’t you going, Grandma?” I 
asked. 

“Because I’m SHARPEHOUGH already!” she 
snapped (and that certainly was true). 

I sighed. 





There was nothing left to do but fUll 
back to my cave and pack my bags. I had no 
idea what to expect in the Land of thc 
Rising ^un, so I packed 
everything I could puff! Pg, 
think of. I started 
with my favorite 
pillow. I like to be 
comfy when I sleep! 

Then I packed my 
clothes: my 

winter loincloth, my 




n DINNER FIT FOR A DINOSAUR! 


LIGHT spring loincloth, my fonGy 
loincloth for special events, and lots of extra 
underwear. Finally, i added a hot water 
bottle to help me in case I got a tummyache 
on the high seas. 


fossiUzfifil fatal 



My bag was so SltlIIlirff©Cl! that I could 
barely close it! and puffed 

■ and until finally I tied it shut. 

By then, I was hungry, so I was glad that 
" it was time to eat. Trap had invited us 
to the RottCA Tooth TctyetA for a 









n DINNER FIT FOR A DINOSAUR! 


dinner in honor of Bart Barnacle. 

The pirate had an appetite as BIG as his 
ship! In just a few minutes, he devoured 
a pot of a cheese omcIct (made 

from pterodactyl eggs), a basket of cheddar 
biscuits, and a megalithic roast of AAEATi 
To be honest, Trap, Benjamin, and I stuffed 
ourselves, too. 



“Watch out, or you’ll get a stomachache,” 
Thea warned. 

Thea was right, but I couldn’t help myself. 
Trap almost never offers me food for FREE! 

To show my gratitude, I stayed to help 
Trap cleati up. I was clearing dirty dishes 
off the tables when . . . 

“Psst Gerl” whispered Trap. “Two 

thieves are walking off with the leftovers in 
the kitchen!” 



























n DINNER FIT FOR A DINOSAUR! 


“What? Are you sure?” I whispered back. 
He took my paw and then, as as a 

rat at a cat party, he led me to the FlKinn 
kitchen. 

It was so dark that I couldn’t see my 
WHISKERS in front of my face. 

Then Trap lit a and we could see 

two lacce, PARK, FURRY shadows! 
“Heeeeelp!” I shrieked. 

WHO ARE you? Trap yelled in a 

threatening tone. 

Quick as lightning, the shadows 
dashed off. Trap went after them, but he 
over a bowl . . . 

By the time we caught up to the thieves, 
they were diving into the wmn\ 







We to Thea’s cave 

and told her what happened. 

“I think the thieves were saber- 
toothed tigers!” I said. “They 
were big and furry!” 

Thea shook her head. “What 
would be doing in 

the tavern? It sounds like you 
were having a Go 

back to bed.” 






n DINNER FIT FOR A DINOSAUR! 


“But I wasn’t sleeping,” I protested. 

“Maybe Thea’s right,” Trap said. “It’s late, 
we’re itrerf, and we might have been seeing 
things. Let’s get some sleep.” 

So I went home and fell asleep — but I 
dreamed all night of fanged cats ready to 
gobble me up for a midtiigbt snack! 




-V/ 



At dawn, a loud noise jolted me out of bed. 

CONNHNC.' 

“What’s happening?” I cried. “Did the 

CHEDDAR VOLCANO erupt? 

Is it an earthquake? A mcbcSPibc 

ersish?” 

But it was not a natural disaster. 

“GET OUT OF BED. LAZYBONES!” 

a voice yelled. 

I sighed. It was Grandma Ratrock, using 
the village to wake us up! 

Grandma kept the gong until 

I came out of my cave and Thea, Trap, and 















fiONNNNG! 



Benjamin came out of theirs. 

“Look sharp, SLEEPYHEADS !” she 

demanded. “T^|_S up, open, and 

straight! And when you get 
to Black Rock Island, behave yourselves! 
Say please and thank you and don’t act like 

CinCCSdnCBCiS! Make Old Mouse 



City proud!” 

We =4Ailfll^0 our bags on board the 
Speedy Cheddar 5. 

I thought I had 

the HEAVIEST 

bag in all of 
prehistory, 
but Thea had 
me beat. ^ 

4 


I , 






GONNNNG! 



“What . . . HUFF . is inside . . . 
PUFF . . . this trunk?” Bart Barnacle 
snorted as he carried it up the gangplank. 

“Just whaks necess©iry,” Xhea replied. 
“You never know what we might encounter.” 
“Like what?” I asked. . . 

“Moutitaitis or i)eac!hei or 

volcanoes or Thea replied. “I 

need the right gear for any environment!” 
Trap, meanwhile, had packed a bag 


















fiONNNNG! 



full of cinccse. Only Benjamin had 
a lightweight backpack with just the 
essentials. 

When we were all aboard, the citizens of 
Old Mouse City called out their good-byes. 


“HAVE A SAFE TBIPI" 

WAICH our FOR SEA MOIUSTERS!’’ 


you pemember to 
make a will?'' 

“If you don’t come back, I get Geronimo’s 
cave!” exclaimed Grandma Ratrock. 

“And I get Trap’s supply of Ghcddar!” 
said Bluster Conjurat. 

Wasn’t the crowd supposed to be 

ft 

us? They weren’t doing a 



very good job! 

Luckily, it was time to leave. Bart Barnacle 





GONNNNG! 


was ready to train us to become the CREW 

of his pirate ship. 

“The anchor keeps the boat from 

drifting away,” he explained. Then he handed 
us the end of a thick rope. “On the count of 
three, [PWiHL with all your might. One . . . 
two . . . THREE!” 

We on the rope, and the 

anchor, carved from solid granite, came 
unstuck! Not only that, but it ^PEAjHfc' 
out of the water, swung in the air, and landed 
right on the top of my furry head! 

CONMHNG.' 

“Ha, ha! Cousin, your head rang like 
Grandma Ratrock’s !” Trap 

teased. 


“Tunny,” I mumbled, rubbing the dino- 




fiONNNNG! 




egg-sized OBUIIISISIIS) on 

It was a I was sure 
we were headed for a S60 


my head. 

of it. A sign that 

of trouble! 










Bart Barnacle was an expert 
sailor, and he tried very hard to 
turn us into an EXPERT CREW. 

But that wasn’t an easy task! 

























As soon as the Speedy Cheddar 
3 left the port, he called for our 

“Now we will learn how to 56t 
ttiB sails he announced. He 
climbed up a rope ladder leading to 
the tall pole that was the main mast. 
“WATCH WE and do as I do!” 

I looked up. The mast seemed to touch 
the 






UHRNING THC ROPFS 


“Do we have to climb up there?” I 
asked. “Isn’t there an easier way?” 

“This is the @nly way,” Bart 
replied. “Do as I say and 
everything will be fine!” 

So we climbed up after 
him. The ladder 
like Jurassic jelly with 
each step we took. 

“It’s so shaky !” 

Trap wailed. 

“Just climb with 

CONFIDENCE Thea 

said as she quickly 
climbed up the set 
of ropes across 
from us. 

Benjamin was 
right behind 









UAfINING THf ROPES 


her. “This is ruM , Uncle Ger!” 

The ropes I was climbing were shaking 
so hard I thought I might fall off! I closed 
my eyes. 

When I opened them, Thea and Benjamin 
had already reached the sails. They each 
untied a rope attached to a sail. Then they 
g^uice^uJ^ swung back down to the deck, 
unfurling the sails as they went. 

“We have to do THAT?” I asked nervously. 

“Just reach up and loosen the knots I ” Bart 
called. “Then dVVlR^ down.” 

Trap loosened the knot just above his 
head. He gripped the rope and tried to 
(^WlR^ down. 

“Whoaaa!” Trap shrieked. The rope 
twirled, wrapping around him. He was 
dangling from the mast like a fish on 
a line! 





UHRNING THf flOPfS 


“Maybe I should just climb down,” I 
suggested. 

“You can do it, Uncle Ger!” Benjamin 
me on. “Just pull the rope.” 

I didn’t want to disappoint him. With a 
gulp, I pulled it. 

FRUUUSSSHHHHHHHH! 

The sail quickly unraveled. I clung to the 
rope as tightly as I could and slid down 
toward the deck. Before I could breathe a 
sigh of relief . . . 

iooffoonma ”yelled Benjamin. 

Oh no! The rope I was on was starting to 
catch 

“Aaaaahhhhh!” I squealed. 

“The of Geronimo’s fur 

against the rope is causing it to burn!” Bart 
called out. 






^aaaahhh/i/,, 


Trap threw a bucket of water on me* 

ipkih! 

I was safe but fftllt This trip was 
getting off to a terrible start! 





-V^ 


ri. 


-ns GREEN ns 
MOIDY CHEESEI 


With our sails blowing in the wind, the 
Speedy Cheddar 5 set out to sea. Destination: 

file Lan€J of ffie Rasmg iun! 

For the first few days, the voyage went 
smoothly. The WWeS were gentle, the 
WIND was strong, and the f/CatllCr 
was warm and clear. 

Benjamin and Thea were having fun. Bart 
taught them how to use the 
On the other paw, I was not having fun. 
The waves made me seaside. The strong 
winds made me Even the 

weather made me seaside! 


warm 


^ The helm is the wheel used to steer the ship- 















ns GREEK AS MOIDY CHEESE! 



My complexion was as as moldy 

cheese! But I wasn’t the only one who was 
having trouble. Trap was strangely quiet, 
and he wasn’t eating! 

“Are you seasicK, CJncie lYap?” 

Benjamin asked. 

“Maybe it’s just indigestion,” he said. 



That makes sense,” said my nephew. 














ns GREEN AS MOIDY CHEESE! 


“The pantry is almost Q[w][p'i7'^7. If you 
ate all those snacks, it’s no wonder you’re 
sick.” 

“That wasn’t me!” Trap protested. “I 
didn’t eat EVER^ThrNe in the pantry. Just 
a hunk of smoked cheddar. And a dozen 
MozzflREiifl STICKS. And a cheesecake. 
But that was I'Wfi DdYS ago!” 

Thea put her paws on her hips. “Oh, 
yeah? Then what happened to all the rest 
of the food in there? Did it into the 

ocean?” 

“I swear, I haven’t eaten in I'WO DAYS!” 
Trap insisted. 

“Well, if it’s indigestion you have, my 
friend, then I know a great cure,” said Bart. 

Trap brightened. 

“When I feel sick, I Bart said 

cheerfully. 





ns GREEN AS MOIDY CHEESE! 


A. 



Trap groaned. 

“I WASH, I 

DUST, and I 
P<S>lI£sllfl/’ Bart 
went on. “I scrub 
the ship from 
top to bottom until 
I’m feeling better.” 

Trap rubbed his 
belly . “Thinking 
about cleaning 






ns GREEN AS MOIDY CHEESE! 


just makes my stomach hurt more!” 

“There must be something else you can do 
to feel better,” Thea said. “Could you take a 
walk? Read? Sing?” 

THAT'S IT! cried Bart. 

The pirate HMSIDSID belowdecks and 
came back carrying a stringed instrument. 

“This instrument is called a 
..MNDOLIN,’ he explained. He 
f began to the strings. “You 

play it like this.” 



A light, tune came 

from the instrument. 

“Thanks, friend,” said Trap, 
taking the mandolin from 
Bart’s paws. “I really am in the 
mood to sing something.” 

Trap opened his mouth wide, and a 
came out ... a sound like a 





ns GREEN AS MOIDY CHEESE! 



waii?usaui?LS with a sore throat! 

BREW ROm 
VOUIDERS! 



It was Jurassically awful! 











UNDERWIITER 
RTTRCK!- 





Trap’s singing_did not help my seasickness. 
I felt 


ierrifaifi! 


But the worst hadn’t 

happened yet . . . 

The next morning, the water began to 
The waves began to swell. 
Benjamin, who was acting as lookout in the 
crow’s nest on top of the mast, shouted out: 

“£■03 monster on the port side!”- 


Trap stopped singing. Bart, Thea, and I ran 
to the port side of the deck and 
out into the water. We couldn’t see a thing! 

“Are you sure, Benjamin?” I yelled up to 
him. 


^ The port side is the left side of the ship when facing the front- 















UNDCRWATER ATTACK! 


V 

! 4 ^ 


Down there! Down there! 



he yelled, pointing to 
the water, 

Suddenly, we could 
all feel the boat RKim 
up from the water. Before 


The Speedy Cheddar 
3 leaned way on 
its side. Something 
was 

us, pushing us up! 

We looked down 
into the water. 

Thundering triceratops! 
Benjamin was right. An 


we could react 










^ UNDERWATER ATTACK! 



enePMfiuse sea serpent stared at 
us with two terrifying eyes. Its body was 
and green. Huge, SHAI{P teeth 
stuck out of its massive jaws. 

Its lon| -b^l was lifting the boat! 

Bart ran into the cabin to get the 
longeye* and pointed it directly at the SEA 

MONSTER 


'*'The longeye is the prehistoric telescope developed by 
Leo Edistone, the inventor from Old Mouse City. 





UNDERWATER ATTACK' 
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.IHiJi-SIRPINTSAUR-US !” he cried. 
“This is bad news!” 

“Will it eat us?” I asked. 

“It won’t eat rodents, but this type of sea 
monster loves to eat WOOD and fs&nc,” 
Bart explained. “We’ve got to get away from 
it before it gobbler up our ship and we’re 
lost at sea!” 

Bart raced to the helm and turned 
the wheel with all his might, changing the 
PIRBCTIQN of the ship. Thea and 
Benjamin smnki to set the sails. 

We got lucl^! The ^iND caught 
the sails and pushed us away from the 
serpents aurus. 

Trap became bold. “Hey there, ChUDDy: 
he called out. “It wouldn’t hurt you to skip 
a meal, would it?” 

Then the wind dfBd. The serpentsaurus 
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The bow is the front of a ship. 


NsT UNDERWATER ATTACK! 



swam toward us with an ANGFY gleam in 
its eyes. 

The sea monster lashed out at the Speedy 
Cheddar J. It opened its massive jaw and .. . 
crunch! chewed off a chunk of the 
bow!* 





UNDERWATER ATTACK! 


V 

! 4 ^ 


AAAAAH/ I yelled. 

“I didn’t mean it!” Trap called to the 
monster. 

But the serpentsaurus did not accept 
Trap’s apology. 

crunch! serpentsaurus bit off a 
chunk of railing. Then it started ryiLiriCjiiiO0 
on the sails. 

Bones and stones, we were done for — 
doomed — IKIIliO I 

But just when we were about to lose 
HG)PE, Bart got an idea. 

“Leave it to me,” he announced, and then 
he dashed off. 

He came back dragging Thea’s heavy 

travel trunk. 

“What are you doing with that?” she 
asked. 

“If we give it your CiOttlBS to eat . . . 




NsT UNDERWATER ATTACK! 


huff! . . . the monster will leave the ship 
alone . . . puff!” Bart explained. He opened 


the and began to throw her gear 


into the water. 

“My snowsuit! My raincoat! My beach 


towel!” she moaned. 



The serpentsaurus greedily gobbled up 


each piece. 

“It’s working!” I cried. 

Thea ran downstairs and came back 
holding . . . 'thjciv^£ &<t^\ 

“Take this, too,” she said, thrusting it into 
Bart’s paws. 


I^OOOOOOf” I shrieked. “My 


underwear! My water bottle! My best 



loincloth!” 




UNDERWATER ATTACK! 


V 

! 4 ^ 


The SERPENTSAURUS began to 

float on its back, leisurely munching on 
my clothes. (JC!" ) But at least it had 
stopped eating our ship! 




moinpi 



Bouncing boulders, we were saved! But 
now we had no luggage or changes of 
clothes. 





The Speedy Cheddar J continued its journey. 
It had lost two and the bow and 

railing had some chunks bitten off, but all 
in all it was in good shape. 

By sunset, things had calmed down. 
Bones and stones, we were iirfirfl Thea 
and Trap straightened up the cabins. Bart 
stayed by the captain’s wheel, on a-lCft 
for danger. Benjamin and I eurleel up 
by a coil of rope. 

“What a day,” I said, VANNING. “And 
soon we will arrive on Black Rock Island. 


I had just c[0z:ec[ 0^ 


when I felt 
















OCTOSAURUS AURT! 



something v niy back. 

“Benjamin, you know I’m ticklish,” I 
mumbled sleepily. 

Benjamin VAWNto. 

“I didn’t touch you. 

Uncle Ger!” 

If it wasn’t Benjamin, then who was it? I 
opened my eyes. 


aaAAAAAH! 



A giant put^pfe -ben-baele was poking 
out of the sea, tickling me! 

It was attached to a huge 

CREATURE with a 

bulbous head and 
two enormouse 





OCTOSAUflUS AURT! 



Bart yelled. “Save your fur!” 

I tried to jump up, but I couldn’t. The 
tentacle was wrapped around me! 


BY m CRWJ J5J; *Ir 
WHS fiOlUfi TO 
ME liKt R ItWOW 


Thea ran out on deck. “Free yourself, 
Ger!” she called out. 


uw m$- i sums-m to w 

nmi 


The octosaurus had no intention of letting 
me go. And to make things WORSE, it 
began wrapping its other tentacles around 
the ship! The Speedy Cheddar 3 started to 


“We’re doomed!” I cried. 




OCTOSAURUS AURT! 



“WE HEED A PLAHi” Thea yelled. 

“The octosaurus is even more DANGEROUS 
than the serpentsaurus,” said Bart. “We’ve 
got to get out of here, fast!” 

Thea’s eyes lit up. “I know!” 

Thea raced below the deck. We heard loud 


noises. 




Mame: Octosaurus 
Habitat: the deepest parts 

or THE OCEAN 

Description: short- 
tempered, SOLITARY, AND A 
LITTLE SLIMY 

Eating habits; It mostly 

EATS PLANKTON AND ALGAE, BUT ITS FAVORITE DISH IS 

cavemouse meatballs. 

If you see one: Get far, far away as fast as you 

, AND TRY NOT TO MAKE IT ANGRy! 
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OCTOSAUflUS AURT! 


THUMP/ <MI<K! 
<Ma/UUUIMSH! 

She came back with her arms full of 
S^LINTE^ED wood. 

“I broke up the furniture in our cabins,” 
she explained. “Trap, help me light a mer 
Thea and Trap heaped the wood on the 
ship’s deck. My sister took a piece of flint 
and an iron rock and struck them together. 
They and then the wood caught 

fire. 

A cloud of smakB wafted up from the 
flames. 

The octosaurus began to cough. Its eyes 
teared up. 

CODGHI COOGW COUGHI 




OCTOSAURUS AURT! 


Then it began to SlOlUl^, SlOlUl^ loosen 
its grip, until only I remained a prisoner in 

its tentacles. BONES and stones, 

why does everything happen to me? 

“Um, could you please Let ne ^o? 

I asked. 

Then the tentacle holding me passed over 
the blazing fire. I mm my tail! 

“Owwww, what a Paleolithic pain!” I 
wailed. 

The PlLlilfWIl singed the octosaurus, 
too. The tentacle loosened — right above 
the fire! I saw my furry life flash before my 
eyes. 

“HOOO. PONT LET ME FALL!” I wailed. 
■HOT AOOOOOWf” 

What other rodent in the prehistoric world 

could be in danger of BURNING UP in 

the middle of the SCfl? Only me! 







OCTOSAUflUS AURT! 


Then I felt someone pull my tail and . . . 

It was Bart Barnacle! He caught me in his 
arms. 

BOUNCING VOUIDERS, 

THE PIRGTE HUD SAVED ME! 

The octosaurus swam away. When we 
couldn’t see it anymore, Thea put out the 
fire. We continued to sail toward Black 

Rock Isiland. 

Whew! Once again, we escaped extinction 
by a whisker! 





-V/ 


lAND HOt 





When M'wHj. fell, we settled down to 
sleep on the deck. Our cabins were a mess of 
SPl—iNT'E^S after Thea had chopped 
up the furniture to make a fire. 

We didn’t mind sleeping outside. Bright 

shone in the clear sky. 
It was a lyiaeicau 
night. 

Trap decided to 
add to the mood by 

sfvfigf mg 

us a song and 
strumming on 
the mandolin. 

















IflND HO! 


"I beat two monsters uiith 
courage and ease, 

Noui I deserve a big chunk of 
good cheese!’* 

“Enough!” I burst out. “Trap, don’t you 
think of anything besides fc6d?” 

Trap thought about it. “W®!” 

Shaking my head, I plugged my ears with 
cheese cubes so I could fall asleep. I was 
awakened hours later by Benjamin yelling 
from the CTOW'S lie^. 

“Land hor 

Bart looked through his longeye. “He’s 
right! That’s BldCk ROCk felsntf up 

ahead! I’m home!” 

We all moved to the bow to look. We saw 
the island in the distance — and then we 
saw a dark shadow moving toward 
us under the water! 






lAND HO! 


“Oh no! Another monster!” Thea cried. 
“Not anotkor octosauifus/ ” I exclaimed. 
HO, WO, NO! Bart replied. “Stay 
calm. That’s not a monster. Well, it is, but 
it isn’t.” 

“Do you feel okay, Bart?” Trap asked. 
“You seem a little confused.” 

“I’m fine!” Bart replied. “What I mean is. 
Spotty is a monster, but he’s friendly. 
He’s the guIrdiSn of Black Rock 
Island.” 

Just then a happy creature jumped out of 
the sea, water all over the 

ship’s deck. 

yfomf yfomf yfom!- he cried, 

clapping his fins together. 

He was a Jurassic walrusaurus with a big 
snout and SP®+S on his smooth skin 
(which I guess is how he got his name). 





IRND HO! 



Spotty swam to the stern* of the ship 
and gave us a MRIPUDSW v^iih his tail. It 
propelled us right to the shore! 

A group of PREHISTORIC PIRATES waited 
for us on the beach. 

They all wore colopfnl clothing. The 
biggest one wore an eye patch. Each one of 
them had a MUSTACHE or beard and wore a 
bandanna on his head. 

Bones and stones, 
they were pirates, 
all right I 


'^'The stern is the back of the ship- 




IHND HO! 



Look who it is!” 

one of them cried. 

“Bart Barnacle! Where have you 
been?” asked another. 

One of the pirates pointed at us. “Who 
are these with you?” he 

asked. “They look too P/^ELQ and puny to 
be pirates!” 

An impressive-looking pirate pushed his 
way through the group. 

“Let me introduce our leader, my 
grandfather BlACK6IEARt BARNACIH,” Bart 
said proudly. 















IRND HO! 



Blackbeard approached us and shook my 
paw. What a grip! He nearly crushed my 
paw. But it was a friendly pawshake, just 
the same. 

“Any friends of my grandson are friends 

of mine!” Blackbeard BOOMED in a 

powerful voice. 

I jumped up, and 
he caught me in his arms. 

“Welcome!” he said, 

HfitCggSlIfig me 

tightly. 








IRND HO! 


“Ey, thanks, Blackbeard,” I said. “I mean, 
Captain Blackbeard.” 

Squeak! That was a CLOSE ONE I didn’t 

want to disrespect the pirate captain. Even 
though he was friendly, he was still a 
pirate! 







Blackbeard Barnacle 


Captain of Black Rock Island 


Name: 

Captain Blackbeard 
Barnacle 


Occupation: 

LEADER OF THE 

PREHISTORIC 

PIRATES 


Personality: 

SPEAKS LOUDLY 
AND FORCEFULLY 


Hobbies: ^ 

GARDENING, COOKING, 

AND CROCHETING (He MIGHT BE A PIRATE, 
BUT HE HAS A DOMESTIC SIDE, TOO!) 













-- WEICOMUO 
BUCK ROCK ISUND 


it 




The VILLAGE of the prehistoric pirates 
wasn’t far from the beach. The pirates 
provided us with four DIDOSftllRS, and 
we rode on their backs to get there. We had 
a TOUR of the island as we traveled. 

It was ! Tall palm trees 

towered over us, dripping with SWCCt 
and WICY dates. Colorful grew 

all around us. A fresh blew in 

from the sea. And at the top of 
the hill waved the pirates’ flag. 
Then the dinosaurs carried us 
across a plain full of Tflll STONES. 
“These are the menhir* of the 



^ A menhir^ or standing stone, is a large, upright stone 
planted into the ground, usually of prehistoric origin. 

















WEICOME TO BinCK ROCK ISIAND 




ancimt prehistoric pirates!” Blackbeard 
boomed. 

I climbed off my dinosaur to get a aos£i^ 
look. “They’re so tall,” I remarked. 

“ YCS, tHCY ai?C!” agreed 
Blackbeard enthusiastically. 

His voice was so STRONG 
that it caused a piece of the 

stone to cnunble and hit 

me on the head! 




OvvH,. 





WELCOME TO BIHCK ROCK ISIRND 


WHAT A PALEOLITHIC 
PAINI 



Bart clapped. “You are IKJCKY, 
Geronimo! The largest menhir on the island 
has welcomed you.” 

“Lucky me,” I said, rubbing my s®aB 
snout. 

Then we passed between two rows of 

GIGANTIC STATUES 

“These are my 

the earliest pirate captains,” 

Blackbeard explained. 

I went to get a closer 
look again. This time. 









WEICOME TO BIRCK ROCK ISIRND 


I tripped on a rock and bumped into 
one of the statues. 


o06**'oacH! 


OUCH.' 


“So, do you like our island?” asked Bart, 
smiling. 

“Um, well ...” I began, rubbing the 
newest ISVSIISSIIS on my head. “This tour 
is giving me a big Hea<iacHe!” 

“Oh, I have the best C\JV€ for 
headaches,” said Bart. “A dinosaur race!” 

“Er . . . um, how is a RACE going to make 
me feel better?” I asked. But Bart pulled me 
back up onto a dinosaur. 

mvi SET, GO! he yelled. 

The dinosaurs forward, 

racing toward the pirate village. My stomach 
lurched. 




















WELCOME TO BIHCK ROCK ISIRND 


“N®©©©!” I wailed. “I’d rather have a 
headache! ” 

The dinosaurs skidded to a stop when we 
reached the pirate village. 

All the prehistoric pirates came out of 
their tents to greet BoUT'^ BaUrTt^Cl6. 

“When did you get back? What have you 
brought? Where did you put the loot?” 
everyone asked at once. 

Bart motioned to us. “I have brought the 
most of all. . . my friends!” 

The pirates clapped, and Bart brought us 
inside the village 

Petrified provolone! It held a MOUNTAIN 
of food: baskets of tropical fruit, barrels of 
buns, platters of pastries, and stacks and 





































WEICOME TO BUCK ROCK ISIRND 


stacks of stinkg cheese : 



As Bart gave us a tour of the village, the 
firiendly pirates prepared a great f 4 AST 
for us. They set up the BA.NQUET at a 
long table, and soon we were all squeaking 
and Then Trap began to strum 

the mandolin and sing: 

map night ENDS' 

OltTIt THE Hin" 


i»» 


^vavo! 





WELCOME TO OIHCK ROCK ISIAHD 



We jumped up and started 
Even Blackbeard joined us! 



When the feast was done, we all fell 
asleep. And the music was replaced by a 
concert of snores. 
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ST9P. THiirr—i 


We awoke the next morning to loud yelling. 

‘Stop, tKieft” 

“The pantry’s been ransacked!” 

“Someone stole I’WCHl’Y steaks, 
wheels of cheese, and SiXtY cheesy buns!” 

Benjamin and I (DIMF of our hut as 

fast as meteorites. 

“The pantry is empty,” Bart told us. 
“Someone Slol© all the food!” 

The PIKATES wandered around the huts 
looking for tracks, but there were no 


















STOP, THlfT! 



Vi*V>* on the ground. 

“Hmm, there’s nothing here,” I observed. 
“Just cfreeSe crnmbs and lots of stones.” 

Captain Blackbeard’s eyes lit up. “WhSt 
dfd you S3y?” he bellowed. 

I almost JUMPED out of my fur! “I 
said, there’s nothing —” I began, but he 
interrupted me. 

"He! What dtd you sa^ after 

that? he boomed. 

“I ... I said that there were only 
stones —” I replied. 

"He! Befere that! What dtd 
yeu say defere that?" 

My ears were ringing — that rodent had 
quite a voice! 
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STOP, THItn 


I yelled back. “I ShW THAT THERE ARE 
OHLY CHEESE CRUMRS OH THE GROUHPf” 

Blackbeard elbowed me, almost knocking 
me over. 

"Brave! You round a trail! Let's 
fellow it!" 

The cheese crumbs zigged and zagged 
across the village. 

^TRAHOlE! 


The thief didn’t seem to care that he was 
leaving a trail. 
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VERy STRiWGEl 

The cheese crumbs led right up to a table. 
And sitting at the table, sleeping, was Trap! 

EXTREMEbf STRiWGEl 

And that wasn’t all. There were two 
pieces of cheese next to Trap! 

“Here ts the thtef!” bellowed 

Blackbeard. 

i 

“Mmmmff. . . five ^ 


»: 




more minutes,” Trap 

mumbled sleepily. 

Benjamin sighed. 

“There’s only one way^ 
to wake up Uncle , ^ ^ 

4 * 

Trap when he’s " 4? 

sleeping like 

this,” he said. 

He passed a 
chunk of 
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ST8P. THItn 



CtlBBSB under Trap’s snout. My cousin 
woke up with a smile. 

“Good morning!” he said cheerfully. 
“Good morning?” boomed Blackbeard. 
There’s t^OTKlt^Q GOOD about you, thief!” 


up 

^ow! 




STOP, THlfT! 



“THIEF?” Trap asked, confused. 

“My grandfather thinks you stole all the 
food from our pantry,” Bart explained. 

Trap turned as PQELQ as mozzarella. 
“That’s impossible! I was sleeping!” he 
protested. 

“CJncie Trap is innocent!” defended 

Benjamin. “He loves to eat, but he isn’t a 
thief.” 

Captain Blackbeard shook his head. 

"THIS TOM'- 
IS PROOf' 
fRItMO OF OURS. 

pmtes, capture Hinr 





ST8P. THttF! 


The pirates TIED OP Trap and carried 


him to their jail hut. 

P0$$IUZED FETA! 
NOW mAT^n 








Trap gave me a look as he was 

being carried away. 

Poor TRAP! I had never seen him so 

frightened! 

“Cousin, do something!” he pleaded. 
“Convince them that I am ililLoCeiit!” 

“Don’t be Trap! Leave it to 

me,” I promised. 

So I went to Captain Blackbeard and took 
a deep breath. “My cousin is an HQNEST 
RGDENT ! He isn’t a thief. It couldn’t 
have been him!” I said bravely. 

"THt TRAIL SPEAKS 
CLEARLY, GEROHiriO!" 













HOID ON, TRHP! 



he boomed. 

The pirate captain was 
convinced that Trap was 
guilty. 

“To pay for his crime, 

Trap must work in our village 
kitchen,” Blackbeard announced. “He 
must spend his days VV^sfilin^ clisfiCS. 
And we will put him on a diet of water and 
dry bread!” 

At these words. Trap fainted. VfOTER 

UNO ORY BREBO? But he has the 


appetite of a T. rex! 

“There must be some way to PrOV6 that 
Trap is innocent,” The a said. 

cut WH 6 C6U1D it iiave 

Been? Bart wondered. “Last night we 
all fell sound asleep after the party” 

“Maybe someone only pr©t©ncl©cl to 




HO ID ON, TNAP! 




yaot • • 


sleep,” I suggested. 

“Or maybe someone 
landed on the island 
during the 
Benjamin chimed 

in. 

“Of course!” Thea 
cried. She took my 

arm and dragged 

me toward the beach. Bart and Benjamin 
followed us. 

We soon came across Spotty, who 
looked hot and miserable. 

We quickly found out why. The sand under 
our paws was sizzlitig hot! 

Spotty flopped over on his belly and slid 
toward the sea at SUPER SPEED. 

“I have an idea!” Bart cried. He grabbed 
a big palm frond, sat on it, and started 




SIIBM1M3 after Spotty. 

“Come on, Uncle G!” Benjamin cried. 
“This is fun!” 

I couldn’t say no to my nephew. I 
UeppeD onto the leaf behind him and 




V\oVd on, 


Vieeeeee, 

W ■ 






We asuffXViJi toward the beach 
like lightning! Thea zipped down alongside 


us. 


HOID ON, TRHP! 


“Are there any brak6,r on this leaf?” I 
yelled, but of course there weren’t. We had 
no choice but to CRASHrLA^D into the soft 
sand on the shore. 

Thea UV first and ran onto the 

Speedy Cheddar 3. We followed her. 

“LOOKi The pantry is even emptier 
than before!” she exclaimed. “And look at 
the deck! It’s full of the remains of a feast. 
Cheese rinds, bread crumbs, and HAIF- 
EATEN steaks!” 

HOW STRANOEl 

“So this means that Uncle Trap was 
right !” Benjamin said. “We thought that 
he had l^AJOEO the pantry during our 
voyage. But ...” 

“Someone must have SEC^EI Of come 


on board!” Thea finished. 




HO ID ON, TNAP! 



“But who could it be?” Bart wondered. 
And then it came to me. I knew who the 

REAL THIEVES were! I quickly came up 

with a plan. 

It had to work — for Trap! 


\ know/ 







A few hours later, Bart went to Blackboard 
and told him that we could not prove 

that Trap was innocent. 

“Then Trap is 
boomed. “Let us hold a f 4AST and put this 
unpleasantness behind us. We will use our 
emergency supplies.” 


I'ty!” Blackboard 


A cheered the pirates. 

But poor Trap was not cheering. 

First he had to WtSiSfl all the dirty pots 
and dishes from yesterday’s banquet. He 
scrubbed and scrubbed. CD 
Then he had to guueeis the entire 
village a and pKESiIifSlIfi the swords of 
















all the PBEHlSTOp 

PifiATESi 

I approached him 
right before the banquet 

began. 

“Cousin, you’ve got 

to HELP ME !” Trap 

pleaded. “I have never 
so hard in 

my life!” 

“Hang in there,” I 
whispered to 
him. “We have a Plan: 

“How long do I have 
to wait?” Trap asked. 

“Tm working my 
poor off! 

And my tummy is 
so BCflP'u’W.” He 


n TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 


rubbed it, and it gfOwIcd. 

“You’ll be fRCC before the night is 
over,” I promised. 

And then the feast began, and the pirates 
aie and sang and like they had 

the night before. Exhausted, the pirates fell 
sound asleep. 

Thea, Bart, Benjamin, and I only pretended 
to slcCIp. We were keeping an eye on the 
pantry, which still had some food left in it. 

Suddenly, we saw two dark shadows 

approach. 

These weren’t just any shadows. They 

were MR-TOOTHED TIGERS! 

I flashed back to that night in Old Mouse 
City before we sailed off. I was sure I had 
seen tigers that night. Now it all made sense! 

Those rQiiev) felines had stowed away in 
the Speedy Cheddar 31 They had sailed with 





A TRAP TO HUP TRAP! 



US for days and days. My fur BRISTLED 
in fear at the thought of it. 

Those tigers had been fNEAlcV. But 
now it was our turn to sneak up on them. 
As soon as they tiptoed out of the pantry, we 
pelted them with COCOVILltS! 




















A TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 



We pummeled them from the tops of their 
heads to the tips of their tails! 

This megalithic RAOKST woke up 
Blackbeard and the prehistoric pirates, who 
dashed to the pantry. 

“WHAT IS GOIKG OK HERE?” yelled 


Captain Blackbeard angrily. 

But as soon as the pirates saw the fierce 
saber-toothed tigers, they in fear. 

And we were out of coconuts! The tigers 
started to and snarl, threatening us 

with their fangs and cuws. 

GROWU! We will eat you up!” 
threatened one. 

We will serve 

you SldUCCl with a side of Jurassic 
onions!” said the other. 





n TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 


S^ueal^f How scary! 

The once-tough PIRATES were all 

tTemUitig with fear — all except for 
Blackboard Barnacle. He stayed very calm. 
“Roooaaar!” growled the first tiger. 
Blackboard just yawned. “Is that all you’ve 
got?” he asked. 

growled the 

second tiger. 







“Are you fillisll©d. yet?” Blackbeard 
asked calmly. 

He didn’t wait for an answer. He brought 
his paw to his mouth and whistled. 





II mr TO HEIP TRAP! 


TNttttttJ/ 


A second later, the ground began to 
StlSRS. A huge creature slid into the 
village. It was SpOtty, the walrusaurus 
guardian of Black Rock Island! 

Seeing his friends in DANGER , he 

launched himself at the tigers. He sat right 

on top of them, PINNING THEjM DOWN 


with his fins! 



“IBT US’ CiOl’ 

shrieked the tigers. 
Now it was 
their turn to be 
terrified! 





A TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 


“Let you go?” I cried out as tDiravelly 
as I could. “Absolutely not! Unless you want 
to be Spotty’s lunch, you must tell the truth.” 

Being so close to these terrifying tigers 
was making my heart beat like a ORUll 
But I had to save Trap. 

“What truth? We haven’t done anything 
wrong,” said one of the tigers. 

“Did you slow a.llAa.y on our ship?” 
asked Thea. 

HO, NO, NO! Absolutely not!” the 
tigers protested. 

Bart nodded to Spotty. “Enjoy your meal.” 
The tigers looked up at Spotty’s HUGE 
TUSKS and quickly changed their story. 

“Tiger Khan asked us to go to Old Mouse 
City and Kil>NAP Bart Barnacle,” one of 
them said. 

“And then Rfl/aSEm 

him for the 








n TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 


Qf prehistoric pirates,” 
finished the second. 

“But the chubby mouse saw us inside the 
tavern ...” 

“And we dove into the water to escape!” 

“And we hate water!” the two tigers 

exclaimed together. “We swam to your ship 
and hid aboard.” 

“So it was you who stole the food on the 
ship and here in the village?” I asked. 

They nodded. “Yes! It was us!” 

Captain Blackbeard marched over to Trap. 

“VOU m FREE! THE PREHISTORIC 
PIRATES ASK FOR VOUR FORGIVENESS!" 

he bellowed. 

Then he clapped his paws. “Anotlld? 

Feast!” 

I couldn’t believe it. We hadn’t had so many 





A TRAP TO HEIP TRAP! 



parties since Grandma Ratrock’s birthday! 
While the pirates CI\tLplO 

the tigers 

slid out from under Spotty. But before they 
could scurry away, Spotty whacked them 
with his fin. He sent them FLYINO into 
the sea. 



Benjamin and I hugged the 
walrusaurus. He was a true hero I 
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GOOD-BXE. 

FRIENDSI 


With the help of Bart Barnacle and the 
prehistoric pirates, we R.EPAlR.Ht) the 
Speedy Cheddar 3 and prepared to return 
home. 

Our friends filled the galley- with 
enough cheeses, tropical fruits, and treats 

This time, 

we would be sailing without Bart as our 
captain. But thanks to his TRAWWG, we 
knew what to do. Thea took the wheel. 
Benjamin and I SCyfftSd up the mast to 
set the sails. And Trap helped by organizing 
the iFoodl, of course! 

'•'The galley of a ship is the kitchen. 

















GOOD-BVr, FRIfNDS! 


V 
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When the ship was READY to go, Bart 
and his grandfather Blackbeard Barnacle 
came aboard to say good-bye. 


■IT W7VS AM HOMOR 
PREHISTORIC PIRATtS TO MEET 

YOU, fRIEMDS!' 


Blackbeard roared. "WE NOPE TO SEE 

YOU SOON! 


Then he hugged me tightly. I could hear 
my BONES cracking under his grasp! On 
shore, all the prehistoric pirates 
and waved. 

Then it was Bart’s turn. He hugged each 
one of us (more gently than his grandfather 
had, thank goodmouse). Then he gave us 
a chest filled with enormouse 

, sparkling 

and other fabumouse pirate 






GOOD-BYf, FRIENDS! 


Bouncing boulders, what a mousetastic 
surprise! If the saber-toothed tigers had 
seen this, they would have pulled out their 
whiskers with jBAtourv! 

“Tbgnk you, my Wend,” i said, 

shaking his paw. “We will miss you!” 

“But our paths will cross again,” Bart 
replied with a “A pirate never 

stays in one place for long! Tm sure 
I ril soon set sail on another 
/i adv^rvtxLhjey and 
you again.” 


see 









GOOD-BVr, FRIfNDS! 


V 
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“In Iflauy&e' ^^JAdj/, I hope!” I said 

with a sigh. 

Black Rock Island was feeeiutiful, but I 
really wanted to go home. 

“I will return to your city,” Bart promised. 
“It’s not every day a mouse meets friend^ 
like you I ” 

Then Bart and Blackbeard headed back 
to shore. Spotty helped push us out to 
sea while the prehistoric pirates happily 
waved good-bye from the beach. With Thea 
at the helm, the sails swelled, and we glided 
away through the UJ@t\JC§ toward Old 
Mouse City. 

“Tm sorry this VACATION is over,” 
Trap remarked. 

“Vacation? The pirates made you do all 
that work!” I reminded him. 

“Yes, all that work was terrible, but those 





























GOOD-BYf, FRIENDS! 


feasts!” Trap got a drsamij look in his 
eyes. “So much food!” 

“Well, there’s food waiting for you at 
the Rotten Tooth Tavern,” I pointed out. 

“This was a great trip!” Thea chimed in. 
“Tm glad I learned how to sail a ship.” 

“And Tm glad I learned that Tm a greiLt 
singsr Trap said. He grabbed his mandolin 
and began to strum and sing. 

*let’s sail back quickly 
on the ocean breeze. 

So uie can get home and 
eat some more cheese!" 

Bones and stones, his singing was 

roRtuRt! 

I plugged my ears and sighed. I almost 
preferred the danger of saber-toothed tigers 





GOOD-BYE, FRIENDS! 
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to this. Almost! My cousin’s singing was 
ierriMe .. . but maybe it would keep away 
the sea monsters! 

And that’s the truth, or I’m not . . . 
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MEET 

GerooiiDO Stiltooord 




He is a mouseking — tKe Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives Avith 
his brawny and brave clan in the village 
of Mouseborg. From sailing frozen 
waters to facing fiery dragons, every day 
is an adventure for the miceWngs! 




Gcronfmo fitJftoti 


Gcron^ma 


#I Attack of the 
Dragons 


#2 The Famouse 
Fjord Race 


#3 Pull the 
Dragon^s Tooth! 
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GeRONiMO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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/toU'III MINf, 

UFTAIHI 


#1 Alien Escape #2 You^re Miner CaptamJ #3 ke Planet Adventure #4 The Salactk Seal 
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Ge>ron/Fno Atikan 


aTHI UNHUWAItR 
KANIT tt: 
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Mfia IS 

GERONIMO STILTONOOT? 
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He Is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestorl He runs the stone v 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with^ 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites,^ 
his life in the Stone Age 
^ is full of adventurel 

\ \ 


SEA MONSTER SURPRISE 

. Bart Barnacle, the prehistoric pirate who has 
been visiting the cavemice, is ready to 
return to his pirate island home. It’s so 
far away that the Stiltonoots offer to 
accompany him on the long, treacherous 
journey over the sea. On the way, they 
encounter megalithic danger and hungry 
sea monstersi What an adventure! 
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